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BE A REAL COMMANDO/ 




IT'S A BARREL OF 

Strong, Durable Construction 



This is not a cheaply constructed toy, but a 
Strong, durable mechanism made entirely 
of sturdy steel, and painted a real "GI" ser- 
vice green. 

MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! 



THE. COMMANDO MAN. Dcpt II 
31»« N. Keatlnft A»e., Chlcafto 39, 111. 
TfFS! 1 am tncloilnfi (1.49. 



Submachine G 



uTl rcikindm'r t"u if price ol 11.41, 
•ncloilna |».W. Send me J fluoa. 



You Can Be the General in Any Man's Army 

Yes si tree. Fellows. Here is a gun that any young Commando will be 
proud to own . . . and you should hear it "are." It looks and utumh 
just like a real Submachine gun. You'll be the envy of every fellow in 
the neighborhood . . . and with a gun that shoots as fast as this one 
does, you'll always be on the winning side. 

Limited Quantity! Hurry! 

When our present stock is exhausted, there will be no more Com- 
mando Submachine Guns of this quality at this amazing low price of 
only $1.49- So hurry, Fellows, send for yours today . . . now. Examine 
it for live days. If you don't say it's the greatest bargain you've ever 
seen, send it back and have every penny of your money returned. 
Mail coupon today! 




A WHOLE WARDROBE OF GLAMOROUS, EXCITING BRACELETS ... ONE FOR EVERY MOOD! 



YOU'LL BE 
THE ENVY OF 
THE TOWN! 




Central Man 

1879, The chirxclnri and n 

I mil Adverting Oflieiis, -IIS Lexington 



scutivo Offices, Giirley Building. 332 Main 
October 2. J ft-ta, al I'm Pun om«, Bui- 
iccmiti no r«B|)oml III lily lor unsii 
imFum. Prinled in U. S. A. 
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Nl I£ .^2I??£ from „ the world of evil mystery .. and The Bladchawks 
GO INTO ACTION; 

A brotherhood of swift justice, they are ranged against the crime and 
tyranny of the world.' Even in a city where evil is RESPECTED, 
The Blackhaw ks a ttack the menace of ~ 

Vke. WINGED DEATH I 



IT happened 
in TOUTANT, 
capital of the 
Republic o£ 
SOUTHLAND. 
But it might 
have happened 
in ANT city, to 
ANYBODY/ 
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Across the sky flashes 
fte message - to the 
ether side of the 
world .... 




And at tKe master receiving 
Station on Blackhawk Island 
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fl SEE IE ' 
,1 AIWOBT IN 
A TOUTAMT, ' . 
7 BLACKUAWK! 
WE (AND 
2EK£r 
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,V0w4 TO/, HE HAS NO AtAKK OF ~) 
Ik WOUNP.' HOW ANP WHY ^ 
P^-r WAS HE STmcKEWT^7 
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/NOT A MAKK ON ^ 
I ME! NOW. JUST LET 
I ME GET MY HANPJ / 


/quick, OUT ^ 
W THE BACK J 

\|T window// 
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TOO MANY PEOPLE IN THE WORLD PARE NOT ' 
RESIST EVIL,' AS A RESULT, THEY GET INTO J 
TROUBLE-LIKE VOU.' I'M TURNING YOU 
OVER. TO THE POLICE.' 
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YOU'P BETTER FINISH THIS 
CCMfESStOH WHERE THE 

Krnce commissioner 

CAN HEAR IT.' 
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"BABYLON, THAT MIGHTY CITY...." 

Ancient history says that old Babylon was destroyed —but does it truly 
lift its four-scjuare towers again in the desert fastness, and does its law ' 
of oppression extend itself .toward the peoples of the world today? 
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flNCKHABLE! I 
KACKHAWU LEFT 
VWZOUT US --WHILE 

we slept: took 

ONLY CHOP-CHOP- 



Dawn at a desert airport.... and 
"Blackh&wks in conSerencz... 



I thoushtthistoukX 

WAS ONLY TO MAP THE ' 
UNEXPLORED DESERT, ^ 
CHUCK. 1 WHY IS ■ 
MACMMWK SO 
MYSTERIOUS? 
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GOUIES! VERY FLATTERING TO BE 

CALIEP PETECTIV6.' SURE, I'VE SOLVEP 
LOTS OF CRIMES ANP CASES — SURE.' 
AWP PIP VEllV GOOP JOB, TOO/ 
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'T'HE Blackhawks were swift as they charged down 
that sinister alley in the Arab town of El-Shah- 
larr, but not quite swift enough. The ragged-robed 
ruffians had finished their job of stabbing a piti- 
fully wailing victim to death, and paused only to 
wrench something from his hand before they fled, 
their getaway speed matching that of the rescuers. 
In the dim alley, Blackhawk and his friends gather- 
ed around the limp figure. 

'"Dead," pronounced Stanislaus, touching the pale 
cheek. "It's old Professor Ben-Ali. of the Anglo- 
Arabian University. What did he have those evil 
killers wanted?" 

"He still has part of it — see?'' Blackhawk pried 
open the dead man's fist. "A scrap of writing, the 
bottom of an old document. They got the rest, but 
even in death he hung onto pari and lore it away" 
Blackhawk frowned over it, "What language is this, 
Andre?'" 

The Frenchman also studied ihe scrap. "Jc rie sais 
pas — I do not know, Blackhawk! I can only say, 
eel ess not ze French." 

"Nor Dutch, nor German. 1 ' added Hendrickson, 
studying in his turn. 

"Yust let me look.*' volunteered Olaf. "Mmm — 
ay don't know it — not Svedish. nor Xorske. nor 
Danish " 

"Not Chinee." informed Chop-Chop dolefully. 

"Russian, perhaps?" suggested Stanislaus He peer- 
ed. "No, nor any Slavic language." 

"And emphatically not English/ wound up Chm-k 
"None of us ever saw such letters." 

Someone moved in amonji them, a tall lovely 
cloaked figure. "May | look?" ventured a soft voice. 

"It's Ma 'm'selle Fear!" cried Andre. "Parbleau, 
we have met before. But w'at are you doing here? 
We thought you were half ze world away!" 

TTie girl called Fear smiled slowly. *'I sometimes 
follow you Blackhawks — you interest me." and the 
turn of her eyes toward the leader showed plainly 
which of the group held her interest most strongly. 
She took the scrap. "1 know this writing. My father, 
Renarr, taught me many strange tongues before his 
death. It is ancient Akkadian— -the language of a 
race that ruled here even before Moses led his 



people out of the desert And it says " 

She translated sloftlj i "" . The treasure is in the 
sealed tomb of Tainnuiz. first of th« great Kings. 
It is enough to enrich a- nation ." 

"That explains it."' said Blackhawk at once. "The 
robbers were taking an old document the professor 
had found, that leads to an ancient horde of wealth. 
They have all but this final scrap that tells ihem the 
exact place," 

He bent and thrust it back into the dead hand. 
"Fade away." he told the others "Hide, while those 
killers come back to find the bit of writing they 
nerd." 

"And then rush zem?" suggested Andre eagerly. 

"Not yet." said Blarkhawk 

ZEK. LEADER OF the prowler band, was a man 
of many 'talents, all of ihem evfl Sometimes— when 
it would profit him — he could be brave. He forced 
his followers to return to the alley 

"Those meddlers are gone, probably trying to 
find us." he said. "Keep watch, while 1 -" 

He strode to the lonely corpse, stooped and took 
ihe bit of writing from its hand. He fitted it to the- 
lorn sheet he held 

"Now we know how lo find our wealth!" he ex- 
ulted "Quick, the camels! Head for the ruins be- 
yond the hills lo the North!" 

Qumkh the outlaws found their beasts and as nighl 
fell the) rode forth into the desert, under ihe dim 
light of a hall moon Once, far overhead, the) heard 
a rumbling whisper 

9 "A!iah!" muttered one. "The wings of a djinni— 
a desert fievil " 

"Fool, it is onl\ a flight of airplanes, such as the 
foreign infidels use." snapped Zek. "Think not of 
devils, but of reward." 

A ride of two hours brought them to the great 
mass of ruins, half buried in the sand, which had 
been a king's palace in the, long-ago dawn of hibtory. 
Zek assigned two men to guard the camels, another 
to light a lamp, and led the way into dark, echoing 
corridors. The outlaws, tough as they were, shrank 
in fear from the huge silent statues at right and left. 
Even Zek was nervous, but he carefully hid the fact. 



Ai each turn of the corridor he stationed a guard, 
and when he came at length to the tomb-ch amber he 
was accompanied by only two men, one with the 
lamp, the othei carrying a goatskin filled with oil. 

"The tomb!" cried Zek, pointing. 

In the center o>f the ancient chamber was a mighty 
rectangular block of stone, carved with the char- 
acters of ancient Akkad Motioning the man with 
the lamp to stand close. Zek studied the writing. 

"Ye*, the tomb of Tammuz," he said. "Inside is 
the treasure. Give me the crowbar " 

He inserted the sharp steel point under the loose 
slab at the top, and with a heave of his muscular 
arms lifted il up like the hinged lid of a box. A 
dark interior showed, and the three peered in. 

"Where is the treasure?'' demanded Zek. 'This 
tomb is half filled with oil — it was put there to 
preserve the body of the king." 

"How could oil remain for these thousands of 
years?' asked the lamp-holder unsteadily. "It should 
have dried up long ago This is magic' 1 

"Small of courage!" sneered Zek, though he him- 
self felt chills run up his back. Truly, a brave 
man is one thing, and a cowardly man another If 
we wanted stories of ghosls <md magicians, any old 
beggar in the markei place at El-Shahzarr could 
have told them and saved us the journey to (his 
place." He dipped a finger in the oif, and dre^ it 
back. 

"Inshallakr he cried. -'Thai oil is as fresh as 
what we carry in our bag. ' 

"Look." The man with the goatskin pointed un- 
steadily to the underside of the lifted lid. "More 
writing, in the ancient tongue " 

Zek looked at it. "It is a warning, and reads thus. 
Woe to him who, upon opening this tomb, doe^ not 
fill it to the brim with oil " 

"There is space for more," said the man with the 
lamp "Let us do as the warning bids us, lest evil 
spirits curse us." 

"The talk of a child." began Zek. but the bearer 
of, the goatskin was already pouring oil into the 
stone tomh. The liquid gurgled gently for mo- 
ments, and the last of it ran out. 

The three outlaws looked at each other in terror 

"The surface of the oil did not rise, for all 1 
poured in," whispered the goats kin -bearer 'Nol 
by the breadth of a fingernail. Magic, 1 say — evil 
magic!" 

Zek drew himself up, and opened his mouth to 
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speak, but another voice came at that instant, trom 
the shadows across the chamber: 

'The blackest of fate waits here tor robbers of 
tombs!" 

With a wild scream of terror, die iwo followers 
of Zek fell on their faces, praying tor mercy The 
lamp-bearer dropped his light, which went out. 
Zek whirled m the darkness and ran for the passage. 

He hit something solid — the wall, he thought. 
But a wall does not have steel -muscled arms that 
seize and capture you. A wall does not have clever, 
strong hands that catch your wrist and take away 
the knife you draw. A wall does not have a voice 
that laughs at your struggles, a wall does not have 
a fist that strikes your jaw and knocks you sense- 
less. All these things happened to Zek, and when 
he woke, he was outside in the dim moonlight, where 
blue-uniformed men stood guard over his captured 
followers. 

» » • 

"I PUT BACK the torn scrap for you to rind,"* 
said Blackhawk, "and, as 1 hoped, you spoke within 
our hearing of where you would go tor the treasure. 
We wanted thai, dg well as you dnd your band 
of murderers "' 

'You yourself are d ihiet of hidden wealth!" 
snarled Zek. 

'Not f," said Blackhawk 'We Hew here ahead 
of you, and the treasure we found will go where 
il belongs — to museums, for ihe =tudy or scientists 
and scholars, that the world may know ai Akkad's 
early history. Bu! we could not resist having some 
fun with you. 1 

'With magic?" quavered an outlaw, and Black- 
hawk laughed. 

'We knew you would think that We rigged * 
siphon that would keep the oil m the tomb at a cer- 
tain level, and filled it to that poini. Trie writing 
on the inner side of the lid was done by a friend 
who knows the language. Then, while you came in, 
iome of us stealthily captured each guard that your 
leader posted, dnd 1 wailed in the tomb-chamber 
tor the final joke." 

"I refuse to laugh at what you call a joke," 
grumbled Zek. 

"Laugh while you may," said the girl called 
Fear ''For murderers and robbers in this country, 
there is short time to laugh, or to cry either We 
will take you to the wazir of police tnd before 
long the world will be rid of a pack of dirty 
scoundrels— thanks to the Blackhawks." 
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H£'S TELLIN' 

ME* AFTER 

THAT CRAB 

KHAKI, I FEEL 

LIKE A < 

PKINCE^ 
mtCOYAL.^ 

SAIMENT.' 
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HEY ! QUIT KICKING 
THAT SANO ** 
OUfi FACES 1 

'THAT MAN IS 

THE WORST 

NUISANCE ON 

THE BEACH 



USTCH HEflt ITJ SMASH YOUR 
RACE "ONLY YOU 4 «£ SO SKINNY MSU 
MtGHT DRY u*» WO BLO^ 






r.-Jh •' 



■*■" ' 



J_|J 




TH£ 04G BULLY! 
jXl OCT CW* 
SOfOt DAY 
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OH DON'T LET 
IT flgmtR TPUl 
UTTLE BOfH 
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' OftflN JT ! **M SICK ANO TIQCD OF 
. 6£iNG A SCAftECQOW 1 CHARLES 
ATLAS 5£Y5 H£ CAN GIVE ME A 
REAL BODY. ALL BIGHT,' il_L GAMBLE, 
A STAMP AND 
HIS 





^eOvJ IT DIOM'T TAKE ATLAS LONG TO *? 
^ DO THIS FORME* WHAT MUSCLES! THAT 

Bully wont shove ME around again! 



what! vou here a©a»n?\ 
here's Something i owe you! 




I Can Make YOU a New Man, Too, 
in Only 15 Minutes a Day! 



It YOU, like Joe, have a body 
that others can "push around M — 
if you're ashamed to strip Tor sports 
or a swim — then give me just 15 
minutes a day! I'll PROVE you 
can have a body you'll be proud of, 
packed with red-blooded vitality \ 

'Dynamic Tension" That's the 
secret! That's how I changed my* 
sel f from a a p i ndle-sh anked , scraw ny 
weakling to winner of the title, 

'World's Moat Perfectly Devel- 
oped Man." 

"Dynamic Teniion" 
Does Iff 

Using ** Dynamic Tension" only 
1& minutes a day, in the privacy of 
your own room, you quickly begin 
to put on muscle, increase your 
chest measurements, broaden your 
back, flit out your arms and legs. 
Before you know it, this easy, 




NATURAL method will make you 
a finer specimen of REAL MAN- 
HOOD tnan you ever dreamed you 
could be! You'll be a New Man? 

FREE BOOK 

Thousands of fellows have used 
my marvelous system. Read what 
they say — see how they looked 
before and after — in my book, 
"Everlasting Health and Strength:' 

Send NOW for this book— FRE&. 
It tells all about "Dynamic Ten- 
tion/' shows you actual photos of 
men I've turned from puny weak- 
lines into Atlas Cham* 
pions. It tells how 
can do the same for 
YOU, Don't put 
it off! Address me 
personally: Charles 
Atlas. Dept. 330 J 
115 East 23rd St.. 
NewYorklO, N.Y. 




CHARLES ATLAS, 0*pf . i 33G J 

IfS last lird St., New T#rk 10, N. Y. 

I want the proof that your system of "Dynamic 
Tenxian" wilt help make a New Man of me — give 
me a healthy, husky body and big muscular devel- 
opment. Send me your free book, "Everlasting 
Health and Strength." 



Name. 



Address 
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City . .State, 

□ Check here If under 16 for Booklet A 
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How to Avoid 

these 

BOOBY TRAPS 
in your home! 



What you can't see CAN hurt you 
-says the National Safety Council 
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*y fte sure all i Linoleum, or 

^ peiing should be tacked In air 

n rvon inflammable box red 
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ted — the next person ma\ not know. 
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A Keep your "Eveready" flashlight always in the same convenient 
~ place— so you won't be tempted tp do without tt because it can't be 
located. Keep it filled with "Eveready 1 " batteries— they're now available. 

NATIONAL CARSON COMPANY, INC, 
JO F.*m 4 2 ad Street, New York 17. N. Y. 

Unit Ojf Vnlon CVM<fr j\\44 '"id tar«#j» t or^i/fton 
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EXTRA 

POWER, 

EXTRA LIFE 

-AT NO 

EXTRA COST 






loopyjoe dcp scan #0018 

Blackhawk vol.1 #12 

This comic was published by Quality in 1946. 
It's one of the oldest comics I own. 

This series began life as Uncle Sam Quarterly; 

changing to Blackhawk with issue 9. National/DC 

took over publication with issue 108. 

This scan is dedicated to my dad. He was a big 

fan of the Blackhawks and the copy I scanned 

belonged to him. It came out shortly before he 

was born, and got scanned a year after he died. 

This is the first whole full-colour comic I've 
scanned for DCP. 

the filename should be: 
Blackhawk vl 012 (1946) (c2c) (loopyjoe-DCP).cbr 




like comics? buy comics! 
support the industry! 



